ANECDOTES OF FAMOUS PE

An Lnglish Woman's Reminiscences of
\uthors, Statesmen and Artists Met

During Her Gir

By JEANNETTE L. GILDER.

SOTHER volume of reminisconces
\ by Janet Ross, “The Fourth Gen -
thion, " will soon be jesued by
Seribner  Some

he  Measrs,

years uuo Mrs. Hoss published “Threas
tenerations of English Women,® which
mode an etnormotis success, and this has
been followed by the present volume

\ « there hus been nothing sensational
feof this interesting woman, who
rioin 1842, she met, during her
o1 and later, most of the famous

veop e who flourished in England from the

the present day. Her father was
ander Cornewall Duff Gordon,
was born in 1811, and her mother was

sir Alex

sy, but one that caltivated the friend-
of poets, painters, statesmen and the

\ remarkable oirele of literary and artis-
i friends found welcome at the house in
Jueen = Square, where they lived when

laoet Duf Gordon was a child. Among o
thewe was Richard, familiarly known as | 1 0€ poet told me to be sure and always |
Inckie Dovle, the famous cartoonist of 3% Up early, like & good littls child, and |
i b Janet was the only child. She *°7 the sun rise, and to look a* the sunset |
it  before going to bed, and then perhapa |
| was a spoiled and rather lonely child. | *0™M® day | might write pootry, ‘Prose !
Neariy all my friends were old paople—old | Yo" Will certainly writo well,' he added;
4 least to me, contemporaries of my | it 1 Your hlood,” an expression I did not
ndparents and of my father aud  'Mderstand”®
ther Richard Doyle 1 especially | Mra, Norton was an intimate friend of
ved because he drew for me the heroea | 144y Duf Gordon and was constantly
wnd heroines of my fairy tales as I sat upon | 3¢ lier housa. Her musical voice made a |
his knee. My nlirse read aloud to me, and | €704t impression upon the little Janet,
i still remember the terrible blank in |88 did that of Alfred Tennyson, which
voung hfe when Narty ‘married. | ¥a8 rather grulf and monotcnous,”
tier successor scoTed at fairies and 2 .nts | “He sometimes read his poems aloid in
so L painfully taught myaelf to read, muyon | 4'"en Square, and told my mother he had
snconraged by Charles Dickens, w o ga <o her il‘l his mind when he wrote “The Prin-
e what he called one of the most deli ;nt. | ™% I don't think she was as much
tul of books, the ‘Seven Champious of | Wttered as many of his admirers would
hristendom, ave been,

My father, whom I adored. was away | Unee at dinner, when Tom Taylor and
all day 2t his ofMice, and my mother wrote Ringlake were there, who both after-
a great deal. After her marriage she jin- = “4od told me the story with amisement,
ta} a translation of Niebuhr's ‘Stories | ernyson burst forth: ‘I never loved a

{ the Gods and Heroes of Greecs,’ which | ‘ear gazelle, but some damnel brute,

was published in 1542 undon the nam» of | 10t's vou, Gordon, bhad married hLer
mother, Mrs, Austin.  The following | firse.'"

vear her translation of the ‘Amber Witeh, | It was in 1551 that Janet first went to

still w classie, appeared, and soon after- | "¢ theatre: *Lord Lansdowne had sent

ward that of "I he French in Algiers’ and | 'Y mother a box for the last aprearance
narkable Criminal Trials.'® |t Macready as Cardinal Wolsey and

e Joneliness of her life was rolieved . '#28ed that Janet might be taken 1o see
b the appearanes of Hassan el Bakkoeot, the great actor. The impression he made

wnmon!y called “Hattv, " a Nubian boy  1pon me was sn strong that 1 can still

v came into the family when she was | call up before me the tall, rather gaunt
« small child, he having baen turnsd ! = |
nto the streets to shift for himself or )|
I or anvthing else becouse he was'
wparently  going blind. But the Duff
tordons had his eves aperatsl upon
aied he did not go blind and stayed in the
family for many vears. There is a pio-
ture of the little Janet and Hatty made
b the Hon, Mrs., Norton given in this
ook

*One of my earliest  recolicetions,”
nrites Mrs, Ross “is soeing my mother

s a party at Charles Dickens's |

] & tha:. though she was racher
ton big, she looked like o beautifui fairy |
ueen At midnight 1 was awakened by |

lent ringing and knoe! ho Cront
daoor., A poliwceman had found my fatnery

ling on to the Ines and - <%
hought he was drunk, but soon w "
vas 1oo 1l to got up thse sieps v i
help. My mother was acting @ a clvimad
and my father, feeling unwell, had s ipoed \
AWay unseen \

“Our cousin and dector, Edward Righy \
was sent lor and pronounced bad
vase of cholera, Soon o i
mother arrived. very ureg and 1 well
remember how strange =he {wokea ey
morning in her red dressing Zown, oven

Jor than usual, her magniticen. har

wl round and round her head wita a
wel stuck in here and there,
The great event of myv Ife was my
irthday, when 1 was allowed to dine
downstairs and to invite
viends. My Gfth T well remember, for
I hackeray plaved a trick on the ‘voung
olutionist,” as he  afterward
me becaus> 1 was born on February
My guesis were Mrs. Norton, Lord
Laasdowne, Tom Taylor, Bayviey, Richard
vie and Thackeray, who gave me
veter, declaring that it was like cabine!
mddimg. But [ turned the  tables

the day, on having two more of his
I still possess a sketech he made for

frontispiece of ‘Pendennis’  ‘while
wias sitting on his knee, He often

droppesd into dinner, sometimes announ-
Vimsell in verse. The following is
i his epist les:

S
O
\ niee leg of mutton, my Lucle,
pray thee have ready for me;
it smoking and tender and julcy,
" no better meat can there be."”

Her sixth birthday, in the eventful yvear
1535, was not celebrated Ly the usual

#r, to her great chagrin, Her grand-

m r, who had fled from Paris and was
family, the Duff Gordons, in
1, was *much alarmed about her
friends, particularly about the

] hour brought worza news
wd of w dinner with dear Tom Taylor
~tmaster, an office he had filled for
Wi n=ecutive years to every ohe s
ment and delight, my birthday was
rated by barricades, blocdshed, the
% of 4 throne and the flight «f a
U0 the afternoon of March |
Luusdowne sent to say that M,
was reported to have landed in
vith the Duchess of Orleans and
y=. On his arrival in Londen
they came (o
I L often told me ofterward
Chaven of rest it seemed,
L T romember how disappointed
o cmall, neatly dressed gontle
room, looking very
vhody else, with rather cold,
Lhind heard wso
tow Pricse Minister of Franee
pdmotner, who had a culte
| espentend 1o N -
vord with eold emibroidery
I with bloed, T told 1ny
I net boon at all worth
my beat frock as there
extraordinary about M
afterward a friend who
the revolition told
Lo oSt inpressiye Hhings
heard was Mile,
tricolor Mag, de-
“at the Thédte
like the

latightors

o the

tat.ners, |

Lo b A}

Paring

en or
b i i the
i M bl ime
lnoked. ho saild,

volation,”

an remember Eoing wil
1o Samuel Rogers’s Tamous

v breakfasta

\[ie= Austin, who came not only of a good |

my particular

called |

our |

lhood and Later

“My parents aften went 1. My Rognrs's
Sunday morning breakfasts in 8t James's
place, and he insisted that his ‘baby love. '
as he callsd mo, shoull come ‘
| desgort, A Rreat treat o0 was, for the old
!P*“"". kapt a bunc!y « apios for e, which !
: I ate [-"I"rhn'd ol a chair and two cusliions
|'w his side.  Would that 1 could reeallect
[the talk that charmed me, nxoas
lw“' & much, that the high Praisa |
I(‘o!lld think of for a grand Tw.!tih Night
| Party at Baroness de 1otischild'« wus,
[ ‘Tt is almost as nice as Mr. Mogers's Lroak
;.'ll'-ln 1
' “long afterward my mothier told me
| that one morning the conversatth turned
|on fame, and Rogers related how Le waa
foneo dining at Pope's villa at Richmond

with Byron and Moore, whon the same
subiect was discisen) Singing was heard |
in the distance, and presently a boat full
of peopls floated past, They were singing
'love's Young Dream.’ Brren put hia
| hand on Moore's shoulder, saying: ' hera,
'that is fame,’ ’

i :
later for

fi

Geerbe. Meredith at 35
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| Gladstone Was
]

I and rang. A gent leman came ont, kissed
the child and then looked hard at me

I ‘Are you not Lady Duff Gordon's daugh-

| (ter?” he wsked; and before the answer

‘F Was out of my mouth he clasped e in his

‘Oh, my Janet! Don't

you know me? 1I'm your Poet.’

wa moved from London to Esher, and
though 21l his friends, particularly Tom
Taylor, had tried to find out where he and
his baby boy were, he seemed to have
vanished into space. He did not know
wo were at Esher, and at once declared
he woukl come and live near us. | was
obliged (o ride off to the statioa to meet
'my father, but on our way home we
stopped and told him to come to dinner.
| Gireat was the joy at having found our
friend again.”
| Meredith was fond of music, and his

“Addio."”

|

|

|

T arms, exclaiming-
|
1

| favorite song was Schubert's

| commonplace German words, so he wrote
 for her the following verses:

| SCHUBERT'S ADDIO,
I %he pines are darkly swaying:
The skles are ashen gray;
i I mock my soul delaying
The word 1 have to say.

| | As if above It thundered
That we, who are one heart,
Must now for aye be sundered
My parsion bids me part.

I dare not h'uﬂy languish,
Nor press your lips to mine;

But with one cry of angulsh
My darling I resign.

Our dreams we two must semother:
The bitter truth Is here,

This hand Is for another
Which I have held so dear

To pray that at the altar
You may bLe blessed above

t Ah, help me, If 1 falter,

| And keep me true to love.

But once, but once. look kindly,
Once clasp me with vour apell;
|  Let joy and pain meet Llindly,
And throb our dumb farewell,
\ Q. M.

In a letter to Mrs. Ross after her mar-
riage Meredith said:

—a
P Jonet

figure in flowing red robes, and hear l'ln" Lord Houghton, who was in Paris in 1848
Monekton
! “Mr. Monckton Milnes, a3 ha then was,

' fine voice declaiming the famous lines:

UFarewell, a long farewell to all

greatness,’

my

on |
m, for 1 liked it and insisted, as queen |

“Of the other personagea in the play |
i remember absolutely nothing.”

One of the many visitors to Queen's |

!Square whom the little Janet cordially |
| dlisliked] was Mr. Carlyle. Mrs. Ross says
i of him:
fis iie was a great friend of Mrs. Austin’s,
{and professed to admire Lucykin, as he
called my mother, very much., One
|afternoon he had a discussion with her
i on German literature, and her wondertul
:e!-xpu-nm and fire prevailing, Carlyle lost
| his temper and burst forth in his Scotch
(tongue: ‘You're just a windbag, Lucie;
vou're just a windbag.' 1
| *I had been listening with all my mmi
'as iy grandmother always spoke wilh,
such enthusiasm about him; but furious
at my mother being, as 1 thought, ‘ealled
namea' by go uncouth a man, 1 inter-
"vupted and exclaimed: My papa says
men should be civil to women.' For
| which pert remark 1 was reproved by my
mother

“Mr. Carlyle, however was not offended |

and only ohbserved: 'Lucykin, that chill,
of vours has an eye for an inference.’ 1

'did not see him agzain for some years, a4 |
in 1831 my father took A house at Eshor |
and we loft London for good. My delight |
"was great as 1 was given o pony whicn [
"named Eothen. after our dear friend |
Kinginise * ‘

A nephew of Sir Alexander Duff Gor-
don's, 8ir George Cornewell Lewis, suoc |
coeded Mr. Gladstone ns Chaneellor z.fi‘
the EBxchequer in 1864, and Sir Alexander |
was made his private sccretory. Mrs. |
| Boss writes: ‘

| *Greal was the rejoicing a* the ‘Gordon
{.-\rnw,' for it was & pleasant change tor
my fatler, who a8 oue of the senior clorks
lof the ‘Treasury always with his usual
| good nature had done every one's work.s
In the summer Sir Chavles Trevelyan took
Lady Byron's house ot Fsher, which was
Lnearly  opposite ours. Lost Macvilay
hied tuken an ugly little cottize on Ditton
Marsh, and often walked over to soe his
nlster He generglly cams in to see my
other, and 1 must have teied his petienos
weveraly, for as soon s [ heard hLis voico
L1 installind myself by his knee sod im
ipc-r.'maly rald: ‘Now talk " 1 rather sus
[pect iy mother might oceasionally have
| Bkedd to give a eounter order, for she also
Vtadked wuch and wail; bt Macanluy wa
| impossibile to siop when onee lannched.”

| A enrions incident apropos of Kinglake's ! visit to Lady Hester H!.mh_-qw- daving |
, book “Eothen’ wias told (o Mrn Ross by which she mentioned Lamartine ®

Mr

nevar missed

everybody and evervthing, and by great

perseverancs

M. d» Lamartine
Minister writing decrees and tearing tp
those of his colleagues, until paper was
nearly
who
time to eat or to sleep

recumulated
Lamartine,

words to the

had waited a long time for his 2udiencs
. While waiting Milnes looked at the hooks
on the table, and noticed one lying open,
downward
turned it over, and found it was "Eothen’,
Copen at the

facve

Milnes he wa< then:

an opportunity of sedng
obtained an audience of

He found the poei-

up to his  waist,
hard'y gave himsell |
vouchsalfed scant
intrusive Englishman, who

Always curious, he

deseripuon of Kinglake's

L aand
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Leﬁerf'om Richard Doyle

et Daff Gordon,

Here is an amusing anecdote of Lord

il‘au.niu\\un- who alwayvs wore winkl was

, where lodgings were to be had,

The Ma.rquuaeo of Clanricarde
Priving, His Caltle To
Ballinsloe Faire

by WRichard Peyle.

“l bave three works on hand. The
mosat advanced is ‘Emilia Belloni,' of
| which I bave read some chapters to your
‘ mother, and gained her strong approval.

‘ ) e
Th.b??i’%?&;. rtom:

"mllﬂd the Whig dress, & dark blue coat |Emilia is a feminine musical genius. I
with brass buttons and & buff colored | gave you onoe, sitting in the mound over
waistcoat Copsham, an outline of the real story it

“Being perhaps aware of his grand |js taken from. Of course one does not
air, he used to tell a story about Turner's | follow our real stories, and this had simply
old maid with great zest Having rung |suggested Emilia to me. Then my next

. the bell at Turper's house in Queen Anne povel is called ‘A Woman's Battle.'
, street several times withbout getting an | Query—good title? 1 think it will be my

answer Fe was just going away when the | hest book as yet. The third is weaker

woman appeared in the area, looked up, jn breadth of design. It is called ‘Van

and said: 'Be you the cat’s meat man?'" | Djiemen Smith.' It is interesting as a

Here is a pretty anecdote of (leorge | giory. Nous verrons.

Meredith, who was intimate in the Duff | «[4st night 1 went with Maxse to the

Gordon household. One day little Janet | House of Commons to hear the debate

wis out riding on her pony when a little | 5, the Constitution. I'saw your friend

| boy fell on the road in front of her, but, | Lgyard, but did not hear him. Eothen

[ fortunately, was not hurt. He was badly | was absent, Gladstone swallowed the

If“gnn-nul amd began to cry, ll:ul HOON | whole Conservative body with his pro-

Intopped, saying:  “Papa savs little men | gigious yawns aud eloquencs alternately .
ought not to ery.” She asked him whera I‘ I nevor saw a4 man yawn so naively and
his father lived and he pointed toa cottage |excusably. The truth is that there is
some honesty but small stock of bLrains
| on the Conservative side.”

M+, Ross accompanied her husband to
Egypt, where he held an official position.
She was on excellent terms with the

"rulers of that land and with all the for-
eigners who came there during Mr. Ross's
term of office
photograph taken in Turkish costume for

! Robort Browning.

! In a letter to her husband she tells of

|a conversation she had with dear old

| 8t. Hilaire, with whom she dined the night

! before. He tulked about M. Thiers,
whose power of work he said was pro-

| digions. Mra, Ross writes:

| “He and 8t, Hilaire were always up and
at work every morning at &, and often

[ the lattor worssd all night.  Thiers used
to undress and go to bed for an hour and
a halt befora dinner, and he had that

‘enviable faculty of sleeping
wished,

*'] was called one day during a council
to give some explanations. ' said our old

"friend, ‘and sat at the right hand of M.
| Th 1 had beon working for two
whole nights and fell fust asleen during
the discussion. M, Thiers woke me and
texplained to the Minciers, Messieurs,
pardonnoez 4 e panvre St Hilaive; jo ne
forgis pas lo guart du travall =i je n'avais

“fo went on to meation other publie
men, Freycinet he desoribed as having
een first a Bouapartist onragé, thew a
i Republican, then a Gambettist, and now
"again a Republican.  An admirable ora
tor, cloverish and unserupulous, he it is
“Teiling the groom to ride on,” Mrs | who ruined the French finances with his
Ross continues “I led my horse with one ' railway schomes, which cost the nation

! I‘laillld and the little boy with the other, '

7| “Meredith had left Weybridge before |

. His young friend complained about the'

While there she had her |

when he !

- point vet ami s devoud ' That repaid |
me,' added st Hilwire, with a proud
sriie,

Il Dickens and Thackeray Petted Her —
I  Poem Meredith Wrote tor Her—How

Butted by Cow

many milliards,  Camot, honndte homme
et serupuleus, mals gans initiative, waa
incupable of putting the administration
int s order. which then went to the devil
under Crovy, who never ocoupied him-
self with unything and allowed his son-in-
law to tripoter in all kinda of schemes
und to disgrace the Elyste

“The state of France our old friend eon-
siders preearious.  War is impossible, as
though there are more men and matariel
than under Napoleou, the nation is abso-
lutely unprepared. Roulanger, he went
on, has three things in his favor. Firat,
the represents the party of revanche A
tout prix, which is small, but noisy.
Becondly, he 15 supperted by the many
maleontents who think anything would
be better than the actual state of things
Thirdly, thers is no man of real eminenos,
and he is a good figurehead, being tall,
good looking and profuse in promises.”

It is interesting to find & number of
Americans among Mrs. Rosa's (riends.
There are letters here from Mark Twain,
Charles Dudley Warner and others. In
August, 1802, Mr. Clemens wrote a letter
from Bud Nauheim to Mrs. Ross, in the
course of which he said:

“Your note of caution arrived this morn-
ing: it makes me fear that things are
happening on the frontier that we aro
ignorant of. And that may be, for w«o
y have no source of information but Ger-
|mun newspapers. They ought not to b>
printed—it is a waste of good ink, They
| are more valuable as clean blank pane
to wrap up things in ‘han they are alts
| they have been smutched with stingy
!little paragraphs of idiotic and uninform

ing information.”

As he was leaving Italy Mr. Clemens
wrote to Mrs. Ross:

“It was my purpose to run in and in-
dulge my great pleasure in the societ
of Sir William and my Lady a little more;
and I count it a los< that T failed of th»

‘chance; but my time has boen taken un
in clearing the decks for America. 1 shall
go over and pay my dinner call the m»-

‘ment 1 get back from America. This

| #eems unprompt; but 1 have a trained
conscience, and 1 quiet it by telling it L am
on my road to pay it now, merely going

. by the way of New York and Chicago for
the sake of variety and because it fs

| much more creditable to go 8,000 miles
to pay a dinner call than it is to go a mere
matter of 800 yards. Auf wiedersehen.”

] )

| After his return to America Mr

iClemr‘m wrote to Mra. Ross as follows:

| "l asked Secretary Morton to send some
| watermelon seeds, und told him I had a
| key to your garden and that vou kept
no dog I was afraid of. Here is his an-
| swer.”
| .

! In this letter he enclosed a copy of the
| letter that he wrote to J. Stirling Morton:

*Dean Smn: Your petitioner, Mark
| Twain, a poor farmer of Connecticut —in-
| deed the poorest one theee, in the opinion
of en.v- desires a few choice breads of
{seed corn and in return will zealously
i support the Administration in all ways

honorable and otherwise, To speak zy

the card, T want these things to carry to

! taly 1o an English lady,  She is & neigh-

bor of mine outside Floremnco and has

great garden, and thinks she could raise
corn for her table if she had the right am-
munifion. 1 myself feel 4 warm interest
in this enterprise, both on patriotic
grounds and because | haye a key to tha:
garden, which I got made from a wax
impression. It is not very good soil,
still I think she could raise enough for one
table, and 1 am in a position to select that
Hable,  If you are willing to aid and abeu
la countryman (and Gilder thinks you are!
please find the signature and dress of
{yeur petitioner below.  Respectfully
' yours.”
|” Of the Clemens family Mrs. Ross.says
| “TheClemens family were very pleasant

{neighbors. He used to drop 'in at all

hours, declaring that Poggio Gherardo
| was the nearest way to e.erywhere, |

(confess [ preferred Mr, Clemens, keen
Isighted, sensible and large hearted, to
the amusing, laughter provoking Mark
| Twain. Mrs. Clemens, one of tho mos:
charming and gentlest of women, was
| already in very bLad health, and he
hushand's de\otion and almost womarnl
tenderness to her was vory touching

One evening wo persuaded him to sing
'some ol the real negro songs; it was n

revelation. Without much voice ani
| with little or no knowledge of mus:
(he played the bass notes hard with on -

tinger) he moved us all in & wonderful
way. It was quite difierent from wha
one had generally heard sung as ‘negr

melodies, ™ b
| Mr s, Ross knew Charles Dudley Warner

in Florence when he was staying with

Prof. Fiske at Villa Landor. She found

him “not only a delightful talker and a

highly educated man, but handsome,

with winning manners and a sweet \oice

* His wife was charming and an admirab) »
musician,”

Here is an amusing anecdote of Glad-
stone, related in & letter from Sir Arthu
Gordon to Janet Rosa:

“I walked in the processicn at Lord
Tennyson's funeral last weak, and was thus
able 1o see what appeared 1o me the most
strikin . feature of 1the ceremony; the enor-
mous crowd which filled every portion
of the abbey and through which we passod
on our long progress up the nave and
through the choir and north transepi

[to the grave. Thore was perhaps some-

[thing elightly theatrical in somo of the
ceremonies; the Union Jack, us at a mili-

Hary funeral, and the fussiness with which

cpurple was substitoted for the usual

'black, DBut with whatever drawbacks
I Was g IMost IMProssive seenes:,

{ “Mine host, though he begirs to show

| oging, 15 sl certainly

a G, O M. physieally s well as intellec-

ftually, Mot old guntlemen of 853 would

(have been killed by the shock of being

|thrown down Aot on his back by the buti

lof a cow, He only, as he expressed i,

|'“i||‘\|l' w hiimsell” from under the cow,
land retived facing her 1o the shelier of

Lun oak troe, where he sat down ‘rather

tout of Lreath.” But he said nothing

{about it tll evening, when he complained

lthat he was rather =tiff, as a cow had
knoeked Bim down,

“Diseussion rags all day as to the new
poet  laureate. Mr, (G, raises a  very
Gladstonian distinetion between the best
English poet and the bost poel laursate,
I mean the best to fill that court office.
As vou know, Mr, (i, goes every morning
1o varly serviee at the parish church and
loudly " repoats  the responses. It was
rather striking (o hear him roll forth this
mortang, "the days of man are threo score
yeialrs and ten, and though man bo so
strong that he come to fourseore vears,

|some signs of

vel is his etrength then but labor and
sOrrow, so rsoon passeth he away and
we are gotie'”

It would be very casy 1o make twice
ns mAany guotations from this most de-
lightful” ook a1 have already made
It s e from cover to cover with ohai-
peteristic aneedotes and interesting let ters.
1t ix 1o bes hoped that there will be another
volume of Janet Loss's reminiscences in
due course, but thepes i8 no hint of such a
ching wi present. Janet Doff Gordon,
and PFter when she was Janet Rogs, seeins
1o have had her portrait painted or drawn
by nearly all the famous artists of heg
dav., As sho was a hondscme woman
and excocdingly populir this is Dot te
be wondered at.

OPLE BY JANET ROSS




